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pressed that I cannot speak, and I believe it will
be my death.                                                   (
ORGON [running all in tears, toward the door,
by which his son has disappeared}. Scoundrel! I
am sorry my hand has spared you, and not
blocked you down on the spot, [To TARTUFFE.]
Compose yourself, brother, and do not grieve,
TARTUFFE. Let us put an end to these sad
disputes. I perceive what troubles I cause in
this house, and think it necessary, brother, to
leave it.
ORGON. What! you are jesting surely?
TARTUFFE. They hate me, and I find that the?
are trying to make you suspect my integrity.
ORGON. What does it matter? Do you think
that, in my heart, I listen to them?
TARTUFFE. They will not fail to continue, you
may be sure; and these self-same stories which
you now reject may, perhaps, be listened to at
another time.
ORGON. No, brother, never.
TARTUFFE. Ah, brother! a wife may easily
impose upon a husband.
ORGON. No, no.
TARTUFFE, Allow me, fay removing hence
promptly, to deprive them of all subject of at-
tack.
ORGON. No, you shall remain; my life depends
upon it.